72   MONSIEUR BERGERET IN PARIS

cLong life to the old Colonel T And the little
school-urchins likewise squealed at their heels,
{Long life to the old Colonel! * Then the aforesaid
Trublions gathered together in many assemblies and
conventicles in which they cried: c Health to the
old Colonel' with such loudness of voice that the
elements themselves were astounded and the birds
flying above their heads fell to earth benumbed and
dead. In sooth this was a very base madness and a
most horrible frenzy.

"Then the said Trublions proclaimed that he
who would faithfully serve the city and merit the
civic crown, which was fashioned of the leaves of
the oak-tree bound with a fillet of wool and naught
besides, and honourable among all crowns, should
utter furious cries and insane discourses, likewise
those that guided the plough, and those that
reaped and gathered the harvest, and led their
flocks to the pasture and grafted their pear-trees in
this fair land of vine and corn, of green meadows
and fruitful gardens, did not serve the State.
Neither did their fellows that hewed the stone and
builded in the cities and villages houses with roofs
of red tiles and fine slate, nor the weavers, nor the
glass-workers, nor the stone-cutters that laboured
within the bowels of Cybele. Nor the wise men
who laboured in their closed studies and spacious
libraries knowing many wondrous secrets of Nature:
nor the mothers giving milk unto their babes, nor
the good old wives spinning with their distaffs in the
chimney-corner, telling tales to the little children.